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Summary: 


A drunken interlude in Contigo between Garet and Piers. 


Draining the Lizard (Johnny Boy) 


In hindsight it was probably obvious that a drink called the 
Rocky Mountain Bear Fucker would not lead to a pleasant 
experience. Garet was barely conscious as they left that 
alehouse in Contigo; one arm thrown over Piers' shoulders as 
he sang some drinking ditty at the top of his lungs. 


"Can you take him back to the inn?" Isaac had asked Piers, 
his eyes just a little bit desperate. "Quick as you can. | think 
he's had more than enough." 


"Indeed," Piers replied, looking apprehensively at the Flame 
Adept. Piers was more than a little unsteady on his own 
feet... but Garet was completely plastered after just one of 
those awful concoctions. Surely the last thing he needed 
was more alcohol. 


Piers had it from Felix that the drink utilized some 
application of Jupiter-type Psynergy in its creation. It was 
apparently harmless to non-adepts; the Psynergy in the 
drink amounting to little more than dinner theater. Felix had 
been told that it was ever so slightly toxic to Venus-types. 
Nobody had ever fed one to a Mars Adept before, since the 
only Mars Adepts this side of the continent were citizens 
from Prox, and the Proxians were not taken to fraternizing 
with the riffraff in Contigo. Truthfully, Piers could not 
imagine someone like Karst taking joy in such an 
environment. Perhaps if they tried with Agatio... but it was a 
fatuous notion after the conflict at the Lighthouse. 


Perhaps this was the inevitable result of their little 
experiment. Garet would need to be ushered far away from 
any alcohol if they had any hope of traveling tomorrow. Piers 


would have to look after him at least until he fell asleep. He 
was not looking forward to the experience. 


Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy! 

We're bound for stormy weather! 
Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy! 

Better wish your lass farewell! 
Somewhere out far away! 

We're sailing on together! 

Oh Johnny, my, we are leaving tonight! 
Johnny, say goodbye! 


"Peace, Garet!" Piers groaned, using his free hand to shove 
Garet's head away from him. "My ears have had enough of 
that one without you screaming it next to my head! You were 
singing that near half the night!" 


Piers groaned, using his free hand to shove Garet's head 
away from his ear. “My ears have had enough of that one 
without you screaming it next to my head! You were singing 
that near half the night!” 


“What, no good?” Garet wondered, promptly launching into 
another painfully familiar drinking song. 


The Kingdom of the Sea; it is ours to reign! 
We broke our chains! We broke our chains! 


No man shall ever take our liberty again! 


We ride along the waves; our hearts are strong! 
We're rolling on! We're rolling on! 


May freedom guide the way somewhere out where we 
belong! 


"Enough!" Piers groaned, unable to hold back a laugh. Garet 
grinned broadly at the sound of it and pulled Piers in tighter, 
even though Piers was the one ostensibly holding him up. 
His body fell, fully flush and warm against Piers as they 
walked, barely able to remain upright. 


"Aw shucks, Piers... | feel pretty darn good right now." 


"I-Ils that right?" Piers caught himself blushing. Standing hip- 
to-hip and cheek-to-cheek with Garet was a little difficult to 
coordinate, since Garet was so much larger than him. Piers 
nearly stumbled under the added weight... but it was oddly 
nice to be so close to a person. Perhaps he was a little bit 
drunk, himself. 


"I'm happy you're with us... you, and Felix's whole group!" 


"Indeed. I'm happy we managed to sort things out without a 
confrontation. Felix was especially worried about that..." 


"Hey! Hey, hold on a sec!" Garet suddenly urged him. He 
was gesturing wildly at a nearby copse of paper birch and 
dense wildflowers. "Hold on!" 


"What is it now?" Piers complained. "We need to get you 
back to the inn so you can sober up in time for tomorrow." 


"| don't wanna sober up yet!" Garet said hotly, pouting. 
"Seriously, though. I've been drinking all night. | gotta drain 
the lizard so bad!" 


"Drain the-?" Piers blanked out for a moment, and then his 
cheeks warmed as he realized what Garet was referring to. 
He looked around. Contigo and the surrounding area 
consisted mainly of dry flatlands. The copse of trees so close 
to the alehouse was something unique; a feature not 
commonly seen in Contigo proper. Piers supposed the sight 
of it must have reminded Garet of the need to relieve 
himself. He had no reason to believe that Garet was not 
being sincere, so he hauled the man over to the copse of 
trees and pushed him carelessly inside. "Have at it, then..." 


"Are you gonna be all right?" Garet wondered. 


"| can't imagine what you mean," Piers replied. He could 
hear Garet rustling with his trousers. He turned his back on 
the copse and watched the road. It was not lost on him that 
this was probably a very popular spot for tipsy men to 
relieve themselves after a long night of drinking at the 
alehouse. Thankfully, it was still relatively early... 


Garet snorted at Piers' dismissal. "You were drinkin' just as 
heavily as the rest of us, Piers. Don't you gotta drain the-?" 


"| will be fine until we get back to the inn," Piers insisted, 
trying not to blush too badly. "Please take care of it 
quickly..." 


Garet shrugged and went about his business. Piers was 
starting to regret standing so close to the copse. He had only 
meant to affirm the man's privacy - to shield his body from 
any carelessly wandering eyes - but now he could hear the 
sound of Garet urinating up the side of a tree. He could hear 
the low, satisfied groan that Garet made as he drained his 
bladder. Had he no shame!? 


Piers decided to focus his attention on the sounds coming 
from the alehouse instead. Raucous drinking songs. 


Someone had taken up a stringed instrument in the time 
since they'd left and the whole bar had joined in on the 
round. 


Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy! 

We're bound for stormy weather! 
Johnny Boy, Johnny Boy! 

Better wish your lads farewell! 

And back home, far away! 

Our loves will grieve together! 

Oh Johnny, my, it is live and let die! 
Johnny, say goodbye! 


It was supposed to be a drinking song... something to be 
sung in times of merriment. Piers wondered briefly at the 
melancholy turn of the lyrics. Perhaps it was the alcohol 
percolating in his bloodstream... but the song simply made 
him feel sad for Johnny's lady love. 


! would not have left someone behind... had | even been 
involved with anyone when | departed Lemuria. | would 
have taken them with me if I could... that we might partake 
in each others' strengths... 


"How do ya know that Johnny's love is a woman?" Garet 
wondered loudly. "It could just as easily be a man!" 


Piers jumped. He hadn't realized that he had spoken aloud. 
"Have you finished yet in there? We need to be getting back 
soon." 


Garet seemed to hesitate for a moment before replying. 
"Yeah, um... about that. Sorry, but it looks like I'm gonna 
take a little while longer out here, so you can go back to the 
alehouse with the others if you want. | can probably make it 
back to the inn on my own." 


"What are you talking about?" Piers wondered. 
"Listen, I've, uh... I've gotta milk the bull right now..." 


"Milk the what, now?" Piers scowled at the odd turn of 
phrase. "You could hardly stand up on your own a moment 
ago and I| am not leaving you on your own out here at night." 


"Y-Yeah, but..." 


Piers could not have said what impulse drove him to step 
past the copse to check up on Garet. He regretted it almost 
immediately when he noticed what Garet had gotten so 
hung up on. 


"It just kind of happened, Piers," Garet said apologetically. 


"I-I..." Piers swallowed thickly. Garet was standing hunched 
over with one arm braced against the tree at head height. 
He smiled wanly at Piers as he cupped a startlingly large 
erection. He couldn't seem to fit it inside his pants. 


"| didn't do it on purpose. | was just..." 
"I know how it works, Garet. You don't have to tell me." 


"R-Right." Garet nodded slowly in acknowledgement. Piers 
had all the same equipment down there. He knew how 
temperamental a cock could be. "I can't even do the snap up 
when I'm at full mast like this. This is the only think | can 


think of to make the little bastard go down. Please don't be 
mad." 


"I'm not mad. It's not good to do this kind of thing in public, 
you know." 


"l-I Know that," Garet replied. His voice shook a little as he 
considered his situation. 


Piers forced himself to take a breath. He wanted to be doing 
anything else at the moment but there was no point in 
burying his head in the sand. "If you finished doing... that... 
do you think you could make it go down?" 


Garet frowned. "l-I guess so? I-I'll admit this was not my most 
well thought-out plan..." 


Piers regarded Garet levelly. "Would you like some help?" 


Garet squawked. "You want to help me? W-With that? 
Why!?" 


"I am trying to make a bad situation go away!" Piers hissed. 
"What do you think will happen if the villagers see you like 
this? Do you want to sleep in a bed tonight, or do you want 
to be chased out of Contigo in shame?" 


"| don't want either of those things to happen." 


"Good! Now do you want me to help you with your, erm... 
problem?" 


"Only if you stop talkin’ like this is some kind of..." Garet 
groaned. "Gods, Piers. | want you to touch me. But only if 
you want to touch me. | don't want you to do it 'cause you 
feel like you got no choice." 


"I'm not exactly offering to have sex with you!" Piers 
Snapped, blushing furiously. "I am only trying to help. But if 
it would make you feel better about letting me touch you 
down there..." He truly was drunk if he was considering 
saying that out loud... "Why don't | offer to let you return the 
favor at another time? An orgasm for an orgasm sounds an 
even trade." 


"One for one?" Garet wondered, nodding thoughtfully. "All 
right." 


Piers did not know which was more horrifying. That he'd 
made such offers in the first place? Or that Garet had readily 
agreed to them? Garet stoop up tall and stepped away from 
the tree he'd been leaning on. He stumbled a little on 
uneasy legs, so he leaned with his back up against the 
trunk. His dreadfully large cock jutted out in front of him like 
a hanging pillar turned sideways. He smiled bashfully at 
Piers, his cheeks a bit flushed from the drinking. Piers just 
about felt the color drain from his face and rush to... 
somewhere else. Someplace he'd rather not acknowledge. 


"Are you sure you want to do this?" Garet asked. 
"| said that | would," Piers replied. 


"| didn't ask if you would. | asked if you were sure you 
wanted to." 


Piers let out a small sigh. Garet was still looking for 
confirmation... and Piers' true words were not satisfying him. 
How was he supposed to make this easy? He could think of 
one way... but it required him to be more honest and 
vulnerable than he was prepared to be. 


Piers sauntered forward and grabbed Garet by the cock. 
Garet let out a small grunt at the difference in temperatures 


and Piers stroked him to redress the balance. He could still 
see that bit of doubt in Garet's eye so he grabbed himself 
with his other hand. Garet's eyes widened and he watched 
with great interest as Piers undid the snap on his trousers. 
He hauled himself out with some reluctance and let himself 
blush as Garet took in the sight of it. In all honesty... Piers 
had been semi-erect since he first caught a sight of Garet's 
cock. 


Talking about touching him... and then actually touching 
him... had taken him to full mast inside his trousers. Now, 
Garet could see him. Now, Garet knew the score. And there 
was no longer any reason to look at him with those doubtful 
eyes. Garet was grinning like a fool as Piers worked him over. 
"You're really pretty down there..." 


Piers blushed and hid his face. "Complimenting me like that 
doesn't make me happy, you know." 


"Are you sure?" Garet wondered. "'Cause you sound pretty 
happy to mee-aah!" 


"Well, those are rather sensitive," Piers said to himself. He'd 
squeezed Garet's balls to teach him a lesson. He hadn't 
expected to get such a strong reaction! Perhaps he could 
make Garet spend if he tried... 


"I-If you squeeze them like that, of course they are!" Garet 
complained. "Are you gonna let me touch you at all?" 


"Shush. We're doing this for a reason. Try to focus on 
climaxing so we can get out of here..." 


"R-Right. Of course... | remember..." 


Piers was lying to himself, of course. He focused on touching 
Garet, instead... getting a feel for the weight of the thing in 


his hands. He was large enough that Piers could fit two 
hands on the shaft, end to end. Garet was a surprisingly 
heavy leaker, for a Mars Adept. On an impulse, Piers decided 
to tell him as such. "I wouldn't have expected a fire user to 
be so wet..." 


"G-Gods, Piers..." Garet groaned. "How can you just say 
things like that... and you won't let me touch you..." 


"I'm trying to get you to cum," Piers insisted. He was 
enjoying this far too much, in truth. He actually wanted 
Garet to touch him down there. He was desperately trying to 
convince himself that letting the man do that would 
convince him to spend a little faster. "Actually..." Piers said 
aloud. 


"A-Ah! Gods, please say you're going to let me..." 


"Perhaps," Piers replied, squeezing his balls again. "If it 
would help you spend a little faster..." 


"Gods! Maybe?" Garet wondered. He went red in the face. 
His gaze became slightly unfocused as he reached out and 
took Piers' cock in his hand. Piers rather thought he just 
wanted to confirm it with himself... what he was doing, and 
who he was doing it with. Piers tried to help him along by 
grabbing Garet's cock again and Garet blushed furiously. 


"Let go for a moment," Piers told him. Garet released him, 
and Piers grabbed them both in the same hand, rubbing 
them together. Garet let out a low groan. Piers was doing 
this to make Garet cum... but he realized with a lurch that it 
was hardly a good frot if it didn't make him go a little wobbly 
in the knees. He allowed himself a moment to feel the same 
pleasure that Garet was feeling... and a small moan passed 
his lips. 


"Is it good for you?" Garet wondered tightly. 
"Shush," Piers hissed. "Focus on the task at hand." 


"I'm not doing anything, though," Garet pointed out. "Least | 
can do is watch you cum. You're pretty cute." 


"Stop trying to compliment me," Piers groaned. "You're 
already in my pants." The friction was nice, as well as the 
knowledge of what it was he was rubbing up on... but he 
needed more pressure. 


"My mistake. | should obviously be trying to make you cum. 
Let me try for a moment." 


"O-Oh?" Piers released them, and Garet took up the motion 
in a closed-fist grip. He used both hands and squeezed hard, 
fisting both of their cocks alongside each other. Air hissed 
between Piers' teeth and he went red in the face as Garet 
worked them over. 


"Try thrusting into my hands." 


Piers' breath hitched, and he did what Garet suggested. 
Slow, at first... but gaining in speed as he realized how good 
it was feeling. Garet seemed happy to let Piers do all the 
moving against him. Feeling that massive cock sliding up 
and down against his own... Piers was on cloud nine, without 
fully realizing how it was he had gotten there. 


"You feel so good, Piers..." 
"I told you to stop complimenting me." 
"Why? | can feel how hard you are." 


"You're no slouch in that department." 


"What can I say? | keep good company." 
"I should shut you up somehow." 
"Yeah? So kiss me or something and shut me up-mmph!" 


Piers had surprised himself once again. He was kissing Garet 
behind the alehouse without fully realizing how it had 
gotten to that stage. He only knew that it felt amazing and 
he wanted to keep doing it if he could. 


Garet was no longer standing with his back against the tree. 
He slid down slowly as they kissed, leading Piers to the 
ground so the Mercury Adept could straddle his hips. Piers 
was no longer thinking clearly. He took off his trousers to 
give himself economy of movement and rubbed himself 
shamelessly on Garet's turgid member. Garet grabbed at his 
ass and directed his hips up and down. Piers was starting to 
imagine how beautiful it would be to get fucked by this man. 
There was only so much time before someone from the 
alehouse chanced upon them but Piers had long since 
abandoned propriety in pursuit of pleasure. 


"H-Hold on a sec...!" Garet groaned feebly as Piers broke the 
kiss to take his shirts off. "I-ls this sex? Are we going all the 
way now?" 


Piers groaned out in frustration at the last feeble attempt to 
stop what was happening... though he recognized the 
necessity of communication, since they hadn't exactly 
spoken in the clearest of terms. "| want your body on my 
body, Garet. | want... | want you to fuck me with that big, 
stupid cock of yours and ruin my hole for others..." 


"G-Gosh!" Garet blushed furiously and his cock got harder in 
his own grip. He pulled his shirts off to try and match what 
Piers was doing... and then he just went with the flow. Piers 


just felt desperate. He wanted to feel things. As much and as 
quickly as possible. He mounted Garet's hips and gasped 
out a shaking breath when the Flame Adept's cock brushed 
up against his hole. 


"I-It feels so hot..." Piers groaned. 


"Is it too much?" Garet wondered. "My body burns a bit hot 
when | get worked up like this." 


"It's certainly interesting," Piers replied. "I need... to prepare 
myself a little. Do you mind if I-?" 


"Not at all," Garet said instantly. "I kind of want to watch." 
"Ha! Then I'll... do my best to put on a decent show..." 


Garet's expression brightened. He leaned back against the 
tree and languidly stroked himself as he watched. Piers 
slicked his fingers with saliva and worked them in one at a 
time. He pushed in deep, not just stretching himself open 
but trying to hit the sweet spot as well. Garet noticed when 
Piers succeeded. His eyes sharpened and his grin broadened 
and Piers could have sworn that his cock swelled up even 
bigger. 


"I'm... just about ready for you..." 
"You've got three fingers in there." 
"I'd have to! If | want to take a cock like yours..." 


"| appreciate the effort. And the show. You're leaking like 
crazy, you know..." 


"I am aware..." 


"I kind of want to... can | touch you down there?" 


"J-Just be careful! | don't want to finish before you're even 
inside me..." 


"I'll be careful," Garet insisted. He closed his thumb and 
index finger over the head. Using his middle finger, he 
rubbed little circles over the ridge and pressed down into 
the shaft. He kept his other hand busy touching himself, 
while he teased Piers with languid, yet deliberate stroking. 


"You're not even trying to hold back!" Piers groaned, slipping 
a fourth finger inside himself. He was ready for anything at 
this point, but he wanted Garet to try and take it. 


"This is nothing," Garet demurred. "You haven't seen me go 
all out." 


"Show me, then," Piers urged. He took Garet's cock away 
from him and lined it up properly... showing him what he 
wanted without giving it up too easily. Garet ran his hands 
over Piers' thighs. Piers could tell that Garet wanted to grab 
a hold of them and push down... filling him up. He took a 
shot in the dark and tried rubbing Garet's chest, pinching 
his nipples and rolling them between his fingers. 


"Do you want me to-?" Garet groaned. "I can fuck you hard. 
Do you want me to fuck you?" 


Piers was starting to go crazy from holding himself back. "I 
want you to fuck me. | want you to fucking ruin me..." 


Garet groaned. He pushed down with his hands at the same 
time as he pushed up with his hips. Piers groaned out. He 
got goosebumps. His cock twitched as his muscles bore 
down and suddenly Garet was groaning too. All of that 
fingering had prepared the way... feeling Garet fuck him so 
full and deep and so quickly... 


"D-Did you cum from that alone?" Garet groaned, biting his 
lower lip. 


"l-1... it feels so good, Garet..." 
"Do you want more?" 
"| want more. Fuck me hard..." 


"Yes, Sir!" Garet agreed. He pulled out, and pressed up into 
him again, eagerly. It wasn't as hard and explosive as the 
last one, but Piers was very sensitive. He groaned out and 
asked for more in slurred tones. Garet pulled out, and 
obliged him. He fucked him over and over, luxuriating in the 
feeling as Piers tumbled over the edge and into orgasm. His 
hole tightened up and his body clamped down, groaning out 
so loudly that even Garet feared they would be caught... 


Piers pushed up with his hips, letting gravity - or Garet - take 
over and then slamming back down. His skin felt like it was 
burning. Garet was groaning and letting loose a bit more 
with every thrust. His cock felt like it was getting bigger as 
he got close. Piers flinched every time his cock bounced, 
moving with the motion and slapping against his stomach 
with the most crude and vu/gar noises until he grabbed it 
and started rubbing himself like a man on a mission. 


"I-I'm close..." Garet warned. 
"Gimme," Piers groaned. "I want to feel you burst..." 


Garet groaned out and brought his hips flush with a 
punishing thrust, shooting it deep inside. Piers gasped, his 
hand flying up and down on his cock as he brought himself 
to completion, spilling and spending himself all over Garet's 
stomach. A rope of thick spend tagged Garet on the chin, 


and he laughed at that. Piers licked it up, and kissed him 
deeply, making him taste it... 


"God, it burns me so..." Piers groaned out. 


"am a Flame Adept," Garet pointed out. He was having 
difficulty catching his breath. "I burn hotter than most." 


"And | am a Water Adept," Piers replied. "Mayhap... | have 
quenched your flame?" 


"What, you mean my boner?" Garet wondered, snorting. 
"Yeah. Long gone. For now, anyway." 


"We'd best get back to the inn for now," Piers replied. He 
was slowly coming to his senses in the post-orgasm haze. 
"Let's clean up as best we can... and dress ourselves quickly. 
Frankly, it's a miracle that we have not gotten caught." 


"| thought you were kind of brave," Garet replied. He 
scooped up the mess on his stomach and wiped his hand on 
the grass. "And hot as the Hells. I'm gonna have to be 
careful walking behind you when we march, or I'm gonna be 
packing wood before long." 


"Keep it in your trousers for now!" Piers said hastily, aghast. 
"Mayhap... if we make it back to the inn in one piece..." 


"Yes?" 

"Would you object to a second round?" 
"Not at all, Piers." 

".. and then, perhaps a third?" 


Garet chuckled to himself. 


Author's Note: 


Lyrics are from "Johnny Boy" and "Under Jolly Roger" by 
Santiano. 


